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That is a very bad kind of biography; and the
worst of it is that it is often the result of a pompous
consciousness of virtue and fidelity, which argues
*that l^cause a man disliked personal paragraphs
about his favourite dishes and his private amuse-
ments, when he was alive, he would therefore
resent a picture of his real life being drawn when
he was dead; and this inconvenient decorum arises
from a deep-seated poverty of imagination, which
regards death as converting all alike into a species
of angels, and which can only conceive of heaven
as a sort of cathedral, with the spirits of eminent
men employed as canons in perpetual residence.
Thus it is bad biography because it is false bio-
graphy, emphasising virtues and omitting faults, and,
.what is almost worse, omitting characteristic traits.

But it is not the worst kind of biography. The
joy of the real eagle-eating biographer is to do what
Tennyson bluntly described as ripping up people
like pigs, and violating not privacy but decency;
sweeping together odious little anecdotes, recording
meannesses and weaknesses and sillinesses, all the
things of which the subject himself was no doubt
heartily ashamed and discarded as eagerly as pos-
sible. Such biographies give one the sense of a
man diving in sewers, grubbing in middens, prying
into cupboards, peeping round corners. To try as
far as possible to surprise your hero, and to catch
him off his guard, is a very different thing from
being frank and candid. I I'emember once coming
upon the track of one of these ghouls. He was
writing a Life of a somewhat eccentric politician,